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At last the harmonium hove in sight and with a long pull and
strong pull and a pull all together we carried it from the road to the
porch and there unpacked it. The instrument was placed in a little
seat behind the pillar at the west end of the Church where by taking
out the back or the seat we made a little chamber for it.
Sunday, 22 November
A raw cold foggy frosty morning and to-day we had the first
fire in Church. The Squire came in with Mrs. Ashe and Syddie as
usual, but as soon as he saw or smelt the fire in the stove he turned
round and went hastily out again. This morning our new har-
monium was played in Church for the first time. It is a beautiful
instrument with a soft sweet tone and Fanny managed it very well
I think the people were pleased and Mrs. Ashe and Syddie whom
we saw after the service said they liked the instrument very much.
The singing of the Choir and the congregation in the Old Hun-
dredth Psalm and the Trinity Hymn was especially good and hearty.
Tuesday, 24 November
In the afternoon I walked over to Kington St. Michael to see the
sick Vicar. He was better and downstairs in the drawing room.
He was as full of life and fun as ever and told me he had heard his
mother say that my great-great-grandmother, old Mrs. Martyn of
Kennet, once sent to my great-grandmother, Mrs. Ashe of Langley
Burrell, her daughter, a pair of earrings by broad-wheeled waggon,
the only public conveyance in those days.
Tuesday, December Day,
My Mother writes from Monnington that William had just been
at a clerical meeting at Mr. Phillott's, the Rector of Stanton-on-
Wye, and came back not very deeply impressed by the brilliancy of
some of the Herefordshire Clergy.
She mentions too a story which seems almost incredible but
which she states is well known to be true. Mr. Ormerod, the
Rector of Presteign, who has a living of £1000 a year but who is
nevertheless always over head and ears in debt, has every Sunday
two Celebrations of the Holy Communion at which he always puts
upon the plate his pocket knife by way of alms, saying that he has
no change. After service he returns his knife to his pocket, but (it is
stated) invariably forgets to redeem it.

